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often told you not to credit all that people say.'
Being unsatisfied with this evasion, I asked my father.
' What ? ' he said. * Oh, you mean the things in the
house. Yes, I suppose they are in a way. You must
be very careful not to touch/

But it was not owing to the heirlooms that Mr.
Carton lives in my memory. One afternoon, when
pacing the draw-bridge he observed me sitting on
the moat-lawn playing quite quietly with two fuchsia
blooms. * That grass is damp/ he shouted to me
morosely. * Oh no, Mr. Carton, it isn't. Truly it isn't/
* It was that way/ he answered, leaning over the
parapet and shaking his black beard at me, ' it was
that way, my poor daughter came to her death. In-
flammation of the bowels, that's what she got. All
along of sitting on damp grass/ I rose hurriedly at
that and made a mixed murmur of apology and
condolence.

' Mummy/ I asked at luncheon, c what is inflam-
mation of the bowels ; Mr, Carton told me . . /

' Hush, dear/ interrupted Miss Plimsoll, * you
mustn't say such dreadful things. You really mustn't.
How often have I told you ? '

* But Mr. Carton said so, he did truly, . . /

That autumn Lord Dufferin resigned his position
as Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports and my con-
nection with Walmer ceased.
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The position of British Ambassador to France
during the last decade of the nineteenth century was
one which, as I have indicated, required the greatest